CHAPTER VII

How does the meadow-flower its bloom unfold?
Because the lovely little flower is free
Down to its root, and in that freedom bold.

WORDSWORTH.

JUST before Christmas Doreen wrote home to the
convent The letter told how happy she was here
in her new-found life, what a lovely winter it had
been, going to parties, seeing theatres, up and
down to London, riding. Charles had taken her
about with him and she thought that she was the
happiest girl in the land.

The letter seemed to write itself, and she went
on -and on. Then for a moment she paused.
There were one or two things which disturbed
her, and she had been more conscious of them
lately- She knew nobody to whom she could tell
of them, and she felt the urgent need for advice.

She was anxious about Hilda Neale. In the
beginning she had tried to make friends with Miss
Neale, and sometimes they had gone for walks
together, and she had always tried to persuade
the housekeeper to talk. But between them there
seemed to be a thick wall of reserve, something
that Doreen could not hope to penetrate. At first
she was annoyed by it, then she thought that per-
haps Miss Neale was shy, and when the shyness
arore ofE the reserve would go with it. But it was
act shyness, and the reserve did not go. It stayed.

Watchbg her dosely, Doreen became anxious.
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